n8                LETTERS FROM SAMOA
I don't think, however, that we are out of the wood yet; it is afternoon, and Belle has not been able to make her way home, the thermometer has fallen very low, and the wind is steadily rising. We have all our shutters up, and I am using the extra door into the pantry, but I have a sneaking conviction that once more it is going to come to nothing,
New Yearns Day, 1892.
A HAPPY  New Year to all  of you, and many of them, my dears. . . . After all, we did get our first attempt at a gale, though it never rose to the dignity of a 'hurricane/    Exactly at 3.10 P.M. yesterday I heard a great noise, and rushing to the window I saw all the trees lashing themselves into a tremendous   agitation,  and   branches  snapping and  crashing off and  flying  in  all  directions. Presently a large tree fell with a roar that reminded me of surf dashing over rocks, and a little later another came down as suddenly; it gave one a strange sense of littleness and impotence.    A third threatened to give way, and if it had, would have destroyed the cookhouse, so the boys had to be sent out to cut it down; and later, when it grew too dark to see, there were many more.    Yet Fanny says the wind was not nearly so high as it was last February, when it did less damage; we fear that it is the result of clearing the bush and giving the wind